ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON

declared, ( sub-celestial' views over a plain bounded by
' certain mountains as graceful as Apollo, as severe as
Zeus' ; and at first the hot mistral,24 which blew and
burned where it blew, seemed the only drawback. Not
a few of the best poems in the Underwoods213 reflect the
ecstasy of convalescence under the skies and perfumes
of ' La Solitude \ By the summer Louis could report
'good health of a radiant order'. It was while he was
at Hyeres that Stevenson first directly addressed an
American audience, and I may record that, in Septem<
ber 1883, he told me to ' beg Gilder26 your prettiest for
a gentleman in pecuniary sloughs \ Mr. Gilder was
quite alive to the importance of securing such a con-
tributor, although when the Amateur Emigrant had
entered the office of the Century Magazine, in 1879 he
had been very civilly but coldly shown the door. (I
must be allowed to tease my good friends in Union
Square by recording that fact!) Mr. Gilder asked for
fiction, but received instead The Silverado Squatters,
which duly appeared in the magazine.

It was also arranged that Stevenson should make an
ascent of the Rhone for The Century, and Mr. Joseph
Pennell27 was to accompany him to make sketches for
the magazine. But Stevenson's health failed again;

the sudden death of a very dear old friend was a painful
shock to him, and the winter of that year was not
propitious. Abruptly, however, in January 1884,
another crisis came. He went to Nice, where he was
thought to be dying. He saw no letters ; all his
business was kindly taken charge of by Mr. Henley;

and again for a long time, he passed beneath the
penumbra of steady languor and infirmity. When it
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